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ADDRESS TO MY READERS 



In the garden of the King he has placed his 

children dear; 
A garden filled with glowing fruits, and flowers 

rich and rare, 
And all things good and lovely, and beautiful and 

fair. 

In the centre of this garden a storehouse will be 

found ; 
There aU the good and precious things his children 

need abound, 
For his dear ones this kind Father thus with 

comforts doth surround. 

And to each child, when entering, a little key is 

given, 
That will unlock the door, and point the way to 

hfeaven. 
Right any wrong they may have done, that needs 

to be forgiven. 

A 



2 ArtDRESS TO MY READERS. 

They can entei: then the magic door, and seek the 

healing balm, 
That on the stormy passions sheds a blissful holy 

calm. 

And keeps the little ones who come from any 
mortal harm. 

For 'tis their father's wish that they should ever 

seek his face. 
And humbly beg for mercy at the living fount of 

grace, 
Which will be found, if sought, in this most holy 

place. 

But there are many little ones who, wilful, like to 

stray. 
Far from the tokens of his love, into the wilds 

away, \ 

And never seek the priceless treasure in their 

heedless play. 

A gem or two I've gathered, with anxious thought 

and care, 
From among the many treasures the King has 

hidden there ; 
And in earnest love I oflfer them unto my readers 

dear. 



FLOWERS BY THE WAYSIDE, 



FOR 



LITTLE PILGRIMS. 



* PEACE! BE STILL! 

The waters of the Galilean lake have calmly sunk 

to rest, 
Soft as a little infant slumbers on its mother s 

breast ; 
Its waves are smiling peacefiilly, as though no 

cloud could mar, 
Or stormy wind with quick unrest its quiet 

bosom stir. 

The little ship that's gently gliding o'er the 

waters blue, 
Is guided by a hardy band of honest men and 

true, 
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Disciples of the Lord, whohas requested them to take 
The vessel, and to sail across the waters of the lake. 

The quiet stillness of the day, the mild soft 
, afternoon, 

And the low and drowsy tone in which their 
song the saUors croon, 

Have lulled the weary form of Jesus to a peace- 
ful sleep. 

While the others on the ship their daily watches 
keep. 

But soon the sky is overcast, the heavens begin 

to frown ; 
The stormy wind is risen, and the rain is pouring 

down ; 
The waves that were so quiet begin with angry 

strides, 
To fight and strain and lash above the little 

vessels sides ; 

But it gallantly holds on, though its timbers 

strain and creak, 
And the wind has risen, till it's reached a loud 

and piercing shriek ; 
WhUe the hearts are fainting fest that were so 

strong before, 
And a fear has crossed them that they will not 

reach the distant shore. 



peace! be still! 5 

Yet peacefully our Saviour slept thro' all the 

whirl and din, 
As though he had no knowledge of the danger 

they were in ; 
* ' Help ! Lord, we perish ! Save ! Oh save us from 

this fearful iU ! " 
He rose, rebuked the waters, and bade the winds 

be still. 

Then suddenly with sob and moan again they 

sunk to rest, 
Without a ripple left to show upon the water s 

breast, 
While the little ship went gaily dancing to the 

strand. 
And the mariners with thankfulness in safety 

reach the land. 

Oh ! when the sea of life beats high, and all our 

hppes have flown, 
To Thee, O Lord ! we cry aloud, let not our hearts 

sink down ; 
And when the angry waves of strife threaten 

to overwhelm. 
Oh ! whisper to us "Peace! be still; your Saviour s 

at the helm." 
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THE WIDOW'S SON. 



The sun was fading &om the sky, 
The twilight gathering iroTind, 

When from the city rose a cry, 
A sad and waiHng sound t 

And issuing from the gates there came 

A long and moumM funeral train. 

With covered head and downcast eye 

The people stood aside, 
The dead man on a bier passed by. 

Shorn ofhis strength knd pride. 
He was a widowed mother's son, 
Her hope, her joy, her only one. 

Poor mother, cease ; thy sorrow's known 

Unto the Lord most high ; 
Who marks the troubles of his own, 

And listens to the sigh 
Which bursts from every laden breast 
That turns to him for help and rest. 



THE widow's son. 



As Jesus came into the city, 

He heard the lonely widow's grief; 

With heart of love and looks of pity 
He hastened to bestow relief. 

Weep not, poor mother ; dry thine eyes : 

He touched the bier, " Young man ! arise." 

The multitude with wonder saw 

The dead alive and well. 
And feelings both of love and awe 

WitHn their bosoms swell. 
The Saviour turned with accents mild. 
He gave the mother back her child. 
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HEAVEN. 

There is no place so fair or bright, 
Neither amid the stars of light, 
Nor found upon the ocean grand. 
Nor seen upon the far-off land, 

As Heaven. 

A city fair, that's paved with gold, 
With riches more than e'er were told ; 
Within whose jewelled walls is found 
A crystal river flowing round. 

That, that, is Heaven. 

Jesus is there, our gracious Lord, 
Jesus is there, the only God, 
Jesus our own Redeemer s there. 
And holy saints and angels are 

With him in Heaven. 

Oh, blessed thought I for me he died, 
For me the Lord was crucified. 
In mercy laid his gloiy by ; 
For sinners he came down to die. 

From Heaven. 

Dear Lord, to thee for grace I pray, 
Teach me to worship thee alway. 
From sin and sorrow set me free, • 
For ever let me dwell with thee 

In Heaven. 



9 
MARY. 

My tale is of a Pharisee, 
Such as you any day may see, 
Scornful and rich, of haughty mind. 
To all but self intensely blind. 
He heard the Saviour preach one day^ 
And asked of him to come that way ; 
Desired he would sit, and eat 
With friends of his who were at meat. 
A woman, stricken sore with sin, 
Burdened with care, came fait ring in : 
Attracted by the noble grace, 
The sweet compassion in his face. 
She stood beside the Lord downcast, 
Like lily bending 'neath the blast 
Of wintry winds. Her tears fell faat. 
And dropped upon those wearied feet, 
Whilst listening to discourse most sweet. 
She felt her heart within her swell, 
As worked upon by mighty spell 
Of love divine and graciousness. 
That shone from Sun of Righteousness. 
She humbly kneeled before them there, 
And wiped his feet with tress of hair. 
Which low hung down of golden hue ; 
A precious box of ointment drew 
From secret fold ; with kisses sweet 
Anointed then his sacred feet^ 
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The Pharisee, with darkening frown, 

Observed the woman stooping down ; 

And noted too, with lofty sneer, 

The flowing hair, the falling tear. 

Surely (he thought) the Lord knows not 

The creature there I So foul a blot 

On womanhood should have no place 

With righteous ones in Jesus' grace. 

The Lord, who knows what's in the mind. 

And weighs all thoughts, both ill and kind; 

Replied to that proud Pharisee, 

(Although no single word spoke he). 

Oh, Simon ! much will be forgiven 

To those who love and seek for heaven. 

Although the sin is black and foul, 

And covers all the darkened soul ; 

Yet love and mercy find a way, 

To throw of Hght a tiny ray 

That stronger grows, until the whole 

Lights up the once benighted soul : 

Thy pride prevented thee this day, 

Respect unto thy Lord to pay ; 

This woman should to thee have proved, 

How much, indeed, her heart has loved. 

Then turning round, with smile of heaven. 

He put that troubled soul at ease ; 
" Woman ! thy sins are all forgiven ; 

Thy faith hath saved thee — go in peace." 
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THY FAITH HATH MADE THEE WHOLE.'' 



The people thronged to hear 

The gracious words that fell 
From those pure lips, whose accents 

Were loved by them so well. 

Among the rest there came 
A woman bowed with woe ; . 

Full many a year of sickness, 
Had helped to bring her low. 

But now a hope had risen. 
She had heard of Jesus' fame. 

The wonders his disciples wrought 
By calling on his name. 

In humbleness and fear she stood 

Amid that crowd of men ; 
If only as he passed she might 

Just touch his garment's hem. 

She trembling watched his near approach, 

She listened to his word ; 
His tender looks encouraged her. 

With faith she touched her Lord. 
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Who touched me ? asked our gentle Lord, 

Looking around him then : 
Thou asked who touched thee (said his friends), 

When thou art thronged with men ? 

The woman heard with fainting heart, 

FeU down despairingly, 
Trembling confessed what she had done ; 

Then waited his reply. 

4 

Daughter ! the gracious Saviour said 

(It cheered her fainting soul 
To hear the blessed words he spoke), 

"Thy faith hath made thee whole." 
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THE PHARISEE AND THE PUBLICAN. 

To the Temple of the Lord one day. 

Two men came up to praise and pray ; 

The one a man of high estate, 

Of lofty views of life and fate. 

" I thank my God that he has given 

To me a way of reaching heaven. 

Far above other sinful men, 

A way of goodness not for them. 

No thief am I, nor murderer ; 

No liar, nor extortioner ; 

To all I pay what's rightly due. 

No need for mercy here to sue." 

He ceased, and bowing low his head. 

Departed with a haughty tread, 

Scarce deigning to bestow a glance 

On him who did not dare advance, 

But stood apart from all the rest, 

With downcast looks, and struck his breast ; 

Would not so much as lift his eyes 

To heaven, but filled the air with sighs. 

" A sinner, Lord ! I pray to thee : 

Forgive ! be merciful to me." 

These humble words were all he said. 

And yet his heart was comforted. 
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For God in heaven is ever nigh 
To listen to a lowly cry ; 
While pride may call and call again. 
But all its boasting will be vain. 
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THE FIRST MARTYRS 

Wiihin the palace gate. 

Robed in his rich array. 
The king enthroned in state 

Has sat the livelong day. 
His thoughts have wandered far, 

And troubled is his brow, 
For tidings reached him of a star. 

That's shining nightly now. 

In the far East its light 

Has cast a glorious ray ; 
Illumined all the night 

With brightness like the day. 
Strange rumours fiU the earth, 

Of angels that were seen. 
Attending on a birth, 

Tis said, of Judah s King. 
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And thus fulfilled was 

The spoken word of old. 
Which Israel's ancient prophet 

Unto the people told. 
" A voice in Rama heard, 

With lamentation great ; 
And mourning Rachel weeps 

Her children's dreadful fate." 

And through the ages that have passed, 
They've lived in taJe and song ; 

As God's own spotless httle ones 
That head the martyr throng. 
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BLIND BARTIMEUS, 

In the brilliant light of an Eastern morn, 
'Mid the scent of summer flowers, 

With fragrance perfuming the day new born, 
Adding charms to the golden hours. 

Outside the walls of the dusty town, 

Away from the noise and heat, 
A poor blind beggar sat himself down, 

A resting his weary feet. 

Perchance his thoughts were carried back 
By the scent of the summer flowers. 

To the days long fled, when a mother s care 
Had tended his childish hours. 

But many a year has come and gone. 
Of sickness, and sorrow, and woe. 

Has left him a beggar, blind, forlorn. 
Since that time so long ago. 

Do we ever think. Oh, we that have sight, 
What a terrible thing it must be, 

Never whilst living the glorious light 
Of day, with our eyes to see ? 
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Never to know the treasures of earth, 

Never to see the spring, 
The budding flowers, the rip'ning corn, 

Of which the poets sing. 

But saddest of all, never to see 

The glance of anxious love, 
That lights up a mother s tender face. 

With a look of the angels above. 

If we think for a moment, our hearts must raise 

To the God of love and light, 

A thankful song of jojrfiil praise. 

For the blessed gift of sight. 

As the woful beggar sat, he heard 

The trampling of many feet. 
And guided by the sound he went. 

The multitude to meet. 

He heard mid the murmurs that filled the au% 

From the moving crowd of men, 
Twas Jesus of Nazareth passing there, 

On his road to Jerusalem. 

« 

He'd heard of the love to the children of men, 

That Jesus had ever shown, 
And a wild hope rose of what might be ; 

If, only his case were known. 



BLIND BARTIMEUS. 19 

He cried aloud, as the crowd drew near, 
" Son of David, have mercy on me !" 

" What wilt thou ? " said Jesus ; the blind man 
replied, 
" Rabboni ! that I may see." 

Go thy w^ay, saith the Lord, 'tis granted thee 

As faithfully thou didst pray ; . 
And directly he spoke the blind man saw. 

And followed him in the way. 
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FAITH, HOPE, AND CHARITY. 



Three angels bright 

Ever on the wing, 
Guarding, guiding right, 

Choicest blessings bring. 

The first is known as Faith, 
A spirit blessed and fair. 

The man that owns it hath 
A treasure rich and rare. 



The second lends its aid 

To help mankind to cope 
With troubles deep and sad, 

This spirit's name is Hope. 

The third, the loveliest one, 
Is on earth the greatest rarity 

Of aught that's found beneath the sun. 
And its name is Christian Charity. 
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THE LEPER. 



Some eighteen hundred years ago, within a certain 

city, 
With thoughtful mien, benignant look, and aspect 

full of pity, 
Our Lord was one day walking with a contempla- 
tive air, 
As holding sweet communion with his heavenly 

Father there. 
The people's sought for darling, it was very 

rarely he 
By followers and friends was left alone in 

reverie. 
And even now while passing on, no earthly 

person nigh. 
There echoed down the silent street a sad and 

mournful cry ; 
He hears that cry so pitiful. Unclean ! Unclean ! ! 

Unclean ! I ! 
And walking hither, wearily, a leper sad is seen, 
Who, seeing Jesus standing in that solitary place, 
Has ventured nearer unto him and fallen on his 

face. 
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Entreated then beseechingly, with tears, his 

gracious Lord 
Would vouchsafe to heal him with the power ot 

his word. 
The tender heart of Jesus is moved with strange 

unrest, 
That cry for help has touched the human chord 

within his breast, 
He nearer draws to that poor man, nearer, yet 

nearer still. 
Until he touches him and speaks the mighty 

words, " I will, 
" Be clean ; and see thou never speak of what 

I Ve done to-day ; " 
Then with loving words of comfort the man he 

sent away. 
All ye who read this little tale of love and 

gentleness. 
And, Christ-like, wish to help all those who suffer 

in distress, 
Bear this in mind, that you must give, not only 

money's worth ; 
But loving hands, nor shrink, from contact with 

the stricken ones of earth. 
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JAIRUS' DAUGHTER, 

Riches and wealth cannot avail 
When death the mansion doth assail ; 

Its grandeur matters not. 
No gates of pearl, nor bars of gold, 
Nor earthly pomp his powers withhold ; 
He gathers all into his fold. 

From palace or from cot. 

Vainly they sought with every care 
To save the little daughter dear. 

From the cold arms of death. 
With all the power of wealth and love, 
Vainly the parents fondly strove 
To save their little gentle dove : 

In vain — her failing breath. 

Her quiet form, her pallid look 

Tell those fond hearts — as from a book, 

They read the signs so clear. 
No more those quiet Uds will rise, 
No more they'll mark the glad surprise 
That looked from those sweet childish eyes ; 

Their little daughter dear. 
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With pitying looks, and gracious brow. 
The Saviour Christ has entered now. 

And stands the group among ; 
He marks their grief, " Weep not," He said, 
" The maiden sleeps, she is not dead ;" 
Then gently from the chamber led 

The sad and mourning throng. 

He took her hand, " Young maid ! arise : " 
She opened then her soft dark eyes. 

Caught up again her breath. 
With quiet words he checked alarms. 
And in her parents' loving arms 
. He placed the maid in living charms. 

Restored alive from death. 

Surely the record's not in vain. 
It speaks aloud to human pain, 

In sorrow, death, or grief 
One refuge still is left to aU, 
Upon our Saviour Christ to call. 
To rich, to poor, to great, to small, 

When sought a sure relief. 
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BELSHAZZAR'S FEAST. 

My children, come listen, I'll tell you a story 
Of Babels proud king in the height of his glory ; 
How he made a great feast in his banqueting hall 
To a thousand grand lords and their ladies and all. 
The wine cups were drained 'midst laughter and 

song. 
And forgotten were violence, warfare, and wrong ; 
The lamps were all lit, and the dainty perfume 
Of flowers the rarest was filling the room ; 
There valour and beauty reclined side by side, 
Whilst high above all sat the king in his pride. 
When the mirth was the loudest, the wit at its best, 
The king gave command (amidst smiles and jest) 
To his servants who waited, that at once they 

should bring 
The vessels of gold which his father the king 
Had brought from the temple in Judah's fair land ; — 
The servants made haste and obeyed his command. 
The vessels so sacred to Israels dread Lord 
Were wantonly outraged, the red wine was poured, 
And freely passed round ; for little they cared 
For the wrath of Jehovah, whose vengeance they 

dared. 
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But the Lord, who is patient and euffereth long. 
Yet when justly provoked, in his vengeance is 

strong. 
Sent forth a hand in that very same hour, 
Which wrote on the wall, in the might of his power. 
And this is the writing which God's holy Seer 
(Sent for in great haste) to the king then made 

clear: 
" God hath numbered thy kingdom, and finished 

it quite, 
Thou art weighed and found wanting in God's 

holy sight ; 
To the Medes and the Persians thy kingdom is 

given ; " — 
Is the fiat now uttered by the Lord God of heaven. 
How the word was fulfilled I need not now tell. 
For the record in history is related full well. 
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NAAMAN. 



Sad and weary sat a chieftain, 

And a heavy heart he bore, 
For the burden of a sickness 

Pressed upon him faint and sore ; 
And through the Syrian s rich fair land 
No healing power could he command. 

His friends and servants shared the grief 

That shadowed all his life, 
And many bitter tears were shed 

By chUd and loving wife. 
But all in vain, for still their lord 
Lay stricken by the hand of God. 

A captive far from home and friends, 

A little Hebrew maid. 
With anxious heart and pleading word 

Her mistress sought and said : 
" A prophet dwells in Israel 
Who by God's help can make him well." 
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'Twas a frail chance, the lady thought, 

But still a little one, 
For all that Syrian art could do 

Already had been done. 
With hasty steps she sought her lord, 
In earnest accents then implored 

That he would seek the holy man 

In Israel's distant land. 
Plead well his cause, ask his advice. 

And wait on his command. 
With pifayers and tears her lord assailed 
Until her anxious love prevailed. 

With wistful eyes the maiden saw 

Her master dear depart, 
And nearer to her mistress' side 

She drew with longing heart ; 
" He goes, my lady, to the Lord, 
Who Israel heals with mighty word. " 

JFuU well she knows in whom she trusts 

Her faith is not in vain, 
For Israel's gracious Lord, she feels. 

Will heal her master's pain. 
And well her love and faith's repaid 
When next Naaman greets the maid.. 
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Saved by his little maiden's thought, 
Homeward he comes her altered lord, 

Cleansed and pure from Jordan's stream, 
His health, his strength, his hope restored. 

I leave it to you children dear 

To learn the lesson written here. 



30 FLOWERS BY THE WAYSIDE. 



THE WIDOW'S MITE. 

The lofty hymn of praise is sung within the 

temple of the Lord, 
The worshippers are crowding in to hear the 

sacred word, 
And as they pass the treasury they cast their 

money in 
With ostentatious mien, as though by gifts they 

heaven could win. 
But 'mid that throng of worshippers, so richly 

robed and well to do. 
There came a woman poorly clad, a grief-struck 

widow too, 
Who trembling cast in all she had, two little 

mites, no more, 
And unobserved by all but one passed quickly 

through the door. 
But that all - seeing eye had noted well the 

widow s mite. 
And then and there commended her in all the 

people's sight ; 
'* The rich from their abundance to the Lord 

hath freely given. 
But all her substance this poor woman hath 

bestowed in love on heaven." 
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What heart-felt joy and thankfulness must that 

poor soul have stirred, 
If, as she passed within, her ear had caught 

the gracious word. 
And what a lesson to our souls if we read the 

tale aright. 
Our efforts small are never lost when, like the 

widow's mite. 
They are but outward signs of our spirit's inward 

love, 
That dedicates the gift with prayer and faith to 

God above. 
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SUFFER THE LITTLE ONES 
TO COME UNTO ME. 

In silence they sat, a multitude great, 

On his discourse so gracious they reverently wait. 

While the Saviour of men with heavenly love 

Was teaching the way to the kingdom above. 

There presently rose a murmur, a stir. 

Shrill childish accents are filling the air. 

As the mothers of Judah with their infants 

draw near. 
And sue for a blessing on the little ones dear. 
His cjisciples were vexed that their Lord was 

• disturbed, 
Bebuked those fond mothers, their eagerness 

curbed ; 
But the Saviour commanded to let them alone. 
And commended the mothers for what they had 

done. 
The children he blessed and took in his arms, 
And tenderly soothed all their childish alarms ; 
" Let them come unto me " (the commandment 

was given), 
''Stay them not, for of such is the kingdom of 

heaven." 
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And still through the mist of the ages long 

past 
Those words are the same, and for ever will 

last; 
To the little ones here as in Judah of old, 
Those sweet words are uttered, the same tale 

is told. 
Christ's arms are wide spread to take little 

ones in. 
And shield them in love, a sure refuge from sin. 




c 
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IT IS I; BE NOT AFRAID. 

It was midnight black and dark upon the stormy 

sea. 
As tempest tossed the little ship was surging 

heavily ; 
Louder howled the tempest, troubled and fearful 

grew 
The hearts once so undaunted, but now a 

trembling crew. 
They see upon the waters wide a dim unearthly 

form, 
In sudden fright they take it for a spirit of the 

storm; 
But soon their hearts are quieted and all their 

fears are stayed. 
They hear the voice of Jesus, " It is I ; be not 

afraid ! " 
When passion tossed and wearily we seek thy 

footstool. Lord, 
Oh may those words of comfort, like oil upon the 

waters poured. 
Descend upon our troubled hearts, be all our 

fears allayed. 
Our burdens dropped, our souls at peace, "Tis I ; 

be not afraid." 
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THE PRODIGAL. 

A SORROWFUL face the old map wore 

As he sat in his grief and pain, 
For the sake of his son his heart was sore, 

And he longed for him back again. 

He has had no tidings for weary years, 

And his days are nearly done. 
He earnestly prays to God with tears. 

Once more he may see his son. 

But suddenly breaking his vigil of pain. 
There's a something that makes him rejoice, 

For he surely hears on earth again 
The sound of his son's loved voice. 

Can it be he ? that wanderer worn, 

So soUed, so dirty, and dreary. 
With his woful look, and garments torn, 

So downcast, and sad, and weary. 

Yes, truly the heart of the Father hath spoken, 
'Tis really his son that for years has been lost ; 

But in what a sad plight, his heart nearly broken, 
The hope and the pride of his youth — at what 
cost. 
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In hie father s embrace the poor wanderer rested, 

Compassionate kisses fall sweet on his brow, 
All his faults were forgotten in his father's love 
tested, 
There was nothing but peace and forgiveness 
now. 



" Father, I've sinned against thee before heaven. 
There is nothing too wicked but what I have 
done; 

I scarcely dare hope my black crimes are forgiven, 
I am no longer worthy the name of thy son." 



"Bring forth the best robe, put a ring on his 
hand, 
Deck him out as becomes my dear boy. 
Put shoes on his feet," was the Father's com- 
mand, 
" Come, welcome with feasting and joy. 



"Bring the calf, kill and eat, I have joy for my 
pain, 

Let us dance to the music's sweet sound, 
My child who was dead is alive once again, 

My son who was lost I have found." 



THE PRODIGAL. ''' 

And 80, my dear children, you ever will find 

The arms of our Father above 
For the sinner stretched out so ready and kind, 

To receive him with welcome of love : 

Though his substance be wasted, his purity gone. 
His earthly friends vanished and lost. 

Hopeless and weak, sin stricken, forlorn. 
Heart broken, his soul tempest tossed. 

But the Good Shepherd's seeking ; it's never too 
late 

To get back to the heavenly fold ; 
On the call of repentance Christ Jesus wUl wait 

And rescue from sin's deadly hold. 
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HOSES. 

In Egypt's bondage sore God's chosen people Ke, 
'Neath bitter yoke they labour, their only rest, 

to die. 
God surely has forgotten now his chosen ones, 

his own, 
His suffering Israel, — ^heeds not the weary sigh 

and groan 
Which rises from the worn, the sad oppressed race. 
Who suffer toil and murmur in that woful place. 
Now wantonly is added yet another bitter pain, 
For the tyrant king of Egypt has ordered to be 

slain 
Their little children, all their latest new bom sons, 
Their future hope, their pride and joy, their 

little ones; 
And helpless all, the wretched parents hear 
The doom pronounced upon their infants dear. 
Before Jehovah's throne their prayers and tears 

arise; 
The courts of heaven are filled with supplicating 

cries. 
The hapless mother, who for three short months 

or more. 
Has kept in secret place the lovely babe she bore ; 
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Must now, alas ! give up her treasured stolen joy, 
And lose with breaking heart her cherished infant 
boy. 



" Hush thee, my baby. 

No noise must thou make, 
Or the suffering heart 
Of thy mother will break. 

So keen are our foes, 

They are watching us nigh ; 
Naught, naught would avail. 

If they heard but one cry. 



Thy mother with tears. 
And a sorrowful heart, 

To God must resign thee, 
From her darling must part." 



With kisses soft she lays the babe asleep, 
A rush bound cot his bed, and on the deep 
Blue waters of old Egypt's river Nile 
Placed it, and bade her daughter for a while 
Watch and mark well her little darling's fate, 
Exposed there through their cruel tyrant's hate. 
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It chanced the daughter, of the king came down 

that day to lave 
(Attended by her maidens fair) within the cool 

fresh wave ; 
And as she stooped a little cry smote on her 

listening ear, 
It surely was a childish voice, some little infant 

near. 
Perchance a Hebrew child that's left to die by this 

lone stream ; — 
Her heart was touched with pity when she heard 

the infant scream. 
She called her maidens, bade them quickly search 

around. 
And soon among the sedges the little ark was 

found. 
With tear-dimmed lashes lay within a beauteous 

baby boy, 
Who caught her loving look^ and stretched his 

dimpled hands with joy, 
And smiled into her face with his pretty baby 

eyes, 
That looked so trusting up to her, yet with such 

sweet surprise, 
That she bent and kissed the little face, her heart 

was fairly won, 
- 1 must keep him now for ever as my own dear 

little son." 
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« 

His sister who had watched all this, and still was 

standing nigh, 
Offered to bring a Hebrew nurse, one living there 

close by ; 
When, the permission given, her feet seemed 

winged with joy, 
To bring the mother quickly back to clasp her 

darling boy. 
And God, whose wondrous providence upon that 

babe was bent. 
Chose him in after years to be the earthly instru- 
ment 
In humbling Pharaoh's power, and leading Israel 

free. 
For ever sundering the bonds of their captivity. 
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MAGNIFICAT. 

In my Saviour, my King, will I ever rejoice ; 
Praise Him, his name magnify with a glad voice. 
For the Lord hath regarded the lowly with love. 
And raised his hand-maiden to heaven above. 
Behold ! from henceforth, generations shall see 
The salvation of Israel ; and " Blessed " call ma 
For He that is mighty and strong in love came ; 
To God be the glory, all holy his name. 
His mercy and goodness for ever will fall 
On his servants ; who fear him and on his name 

calL 
His strength He hath shown by the might ot 

his arm. 
And scattered the proud through their own heart's 

alarm ; 
Hath put down the mighty, exalted the meek, 
The strong has passed over, and chosen the weak ; 
The hungry has filled from His heavenly store, 
The rich He hath sent away empty and poor ; 
Remembering his mercy, which e'er will endure, 
Confirming the promises given of yore 
To our forefather Abraham, his son, and their seed 
That Israel at last should be blessed indeed. 



KATY, 



TALE OF THE LITANY. 



** That it may please Thee to defend and proTide for the fatherless 
children and widows, and all that are desolate and oppressed, 
^^ We beseech Thee to hear us, Good Lord." 
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KATY. 

Far away in the east, where the toilers reside, 
Far away from the west, with its wealth and 

its pride, 
One wet Sabbath day two children were seen, 
Walking wearily onward towards Bethnal Green ; 
Footsore, and hungry, and crying with cold. 
Two lost little lambs from the Good Shepherd's fold. 
The church was in view, and as they drew near, 
The sound of the music and singing they hear ; 
And it fell on their hearts lite a bright drop of rain, 
When refreshing it falls on the hot dusty plain. 
They quietly crept through the wide open door. 
Which welcomes alike both the rich and the poor ; 
And soothed by the warmth and the singing to 

sleep. 
The poor little waifs had forgotten to weep. 
A lady came in, and marked with dismay. 
The two tiny faces, knelt by them to pray. 
With a sorrowful heart full of pity, and sore. 
She joined in the prayer of the church for the poor; 
That prayed the good Lord the oppressed to defend, 
And be to the desolate orphans a friend ; 
And the boys in the choir took up the refrain, 
" We beseech Thee to hear us. Good Lord," once 

again. 
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But no heed to the words did the wanderers take. 
Their heads dropt but lower, too tired to wake. 
With sweetest compassion, and motherly care, 
That lady then raised the wan faces so &dr ; 
Her large cloak she placed o'er the back of the seat. 
And drew out a hassock for the small tired feet 
The preacher she heard, and it seemed as though 

God 
Had given that day a voice to his word ; 
He spoke of the Christ when on earth Jesus walked. 
How the little ones listened with love as he talked ; 
And when the disciples would send them away, 
fie suflFered it not, but bade them to stay, 
" For the lowly of earth I have toiled and have 

striven, 
Let the little ones come to the kingdom of heaven ; 
And who in my name a child shaU receive, 
Receiveth me also — ^have faith and believe. 
Cast thy bread on the water, thou shalt find it 

again ; 
And a cup of cold water bestowed in my name 
Is more precious in heaven than diamonds bright, 
And is noted by angels in God's holy sight.'' 
The good man then finished, and bowed was each 

head 
In prayer a few moments, the blessing was said ; 
The organ pealed forth, the people are gone, 
And the lady and children were left all alone. 
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She gently bent o'er them and quietly spoke, 
At the sound of her voice the children awoke, 
With quickly checked cry, and looks of alarm, 
But a strange sense of comfort in being so warm. 
Their fears quickly vanished, all alarm soon had fled, 
As they from the church by the lady were led ; 
And now in her ears their sorrows were told. 
How they'd run from their home in the wet and 

the cold. 
They'd no father or mother (said the poor little maid), 
To stay in the house they were sorely afraid. 
For the woman got drunk, and the whole of the night 
She and her husband did nothing but fight. 
Her own name was Katy, her brother's was Ted, 
She was perfectly sure she could earn her own bread ; 
She was seven years old, though not very tall. 
And Teddy was three, but he was too small 
To be able to help for a year or two more ; 
Besides he was tired, his poor feet were sore ; 
If only she knew a place for him to stay, 
Where in safety and peace she could leave him 

to play ; 
Then she burst into tears and sobbed out her grief, 
As if crying itself was a blessed relief. 
Do not cry, little Katy, your troubles are o'er, 
My house is at hand, see, there is the door ; 
God has given me plenty, far more than I need, 
Not in vain, loving Katy, for Teddy you plead ; 
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Here is a good dinner, a warm little bed. 
Where Teddy can lay his wee tired head ; 
To-morrow we'll see if your sad tale be true. 
If a home can be found for both Teddy and you. 
So spake their kind friend, but alas ! for their fate, 
As regards little Ted loving care came too late ; 
The poor little lamb was never again 
To. feel hunger and cold, or suffer from pain ; 
In His arms the Good Shepherd the little one bore 
To the land where his mother had gone long before. 
It was long ere poor Katy got over her grie^ 
But time, the sure healer, at last sent relief. 
And she learnt from her friend, who a kind mother 

proved. 
At last what it was to be tenderly loved. 
And when on the Sunday to church they would go. 
She'd think of dear Ted and the troubles gone 

through, 
And send up her soul in the prayer for the poor ; 
And ask the Good Shepherd, whose kindness is sure. 
To look after his lambs who had gone far astray 
From the one fold provided, and show them 

the way 
Back to Jesus, who'g waiting in heaven above. 
To receive them with welcome of tenderest love. 
The boys in the choir again echo the word 
Once more ; " We beseech Thee to hear us, Good 

Lord." 



MISCELLANEOUS 



POETRY. 



D 
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GENTLENESS. 



An unkind word, how soon 'tis spoken 

In anger s bitter hour ; 
Solemn vows how lightly broken, 

When passion's storm clouds lour. 

Yet when 'tia o er how much we'd give 

The evil to recall ; 
And when too late, how oft we grieve 
' For bitterness let falL 

Oh ! if we knew how often 

A kindly word and smile, 
A stubborn heart would soften. 

We'd surely try the wile. 

For oh ! tis better, better far. 
Our power on earth to prove, 

By learning gently to forbear. 
And live and rule by love. 
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Si 



NOT LOST BUT GONE BEFORE." 



Sweetly it bloomed in a garden of earth, 
A fair tender blossom of heavenly birth, 
Which ever was nourished with gentlest care ; 
Earth could not, we thought, show a blossom so fair. 
When the storm winds arose the frail little flower, 
That scarcely could stand through a sharp April 

shower. 
Bent its stalk to the blast, drooped its bright 

little head, 
Was gathered by angels ere its blossoms were dead. 
Then transplanted above, evermore there to bloom 
In the garden of God, and from thence the perfume 
Finds, its way down to earth to the loved ones 

here left, 
And brings hope to the hearts of its presence 

bereft. 
The lesson of life, learnt so quickly ere even. 
Is perfected now with the angels in heaven. 



^^ 
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THERE'S BEAUTY EVERYWHERE. 



The earth is very lovely ; 

There's beauty everywhere, 
In the country, woods, and lanes. 

And the city thoroughfare. 

The rising sun is beautiful. 

And radiant its light ; 
The moon shines out in splendour 

'Midst the stillness of the night. 

The city domes rise bold amid 

The country scenery ; 
Like conquerors with glory crowned 

Returned from victory. 

The ocean waves dance merrily, 
Like diamonds sparkling bright ; 

The mountain tops are tipped with gold, 
Bathed in a flood of light. 

The birds sing sweetly in their homes, 
Amid the greenwood trees ; 
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The busy ants are toiling on ; 
Merrily hum the bees. 

There's music to the sotd in this, 
" There's beauty everywhere ;" 

In summer and in autinnn, 
Or the spring time of the year. 

There's beauty in the winter 

When the snow is on the ground, 

And north winds whistle shrilly. 
And icicles abound. 

When Christmas comes again once more. 
And absent friends return. 

To gather round the social hearth. 
And see the yule log burn. 

When mistletoe and holly deck 
The walls in robes of green ; 

Oh 1 Christmas is a happy time 
As any I have seen. 

But there's something fer more beautiful 
Than aught that's mentioned here ; 

Than city, coimtry^ wood, or grove. 
Or seasons of the year. 
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More beautiful than ocean. 

The mountain, or the vale. 
The sun in all its glory. 

Or the moonbea;ms shining pale. 

Oh ! the brightest beauty in the world 

Is a kind and gentle smile, 
Which from a loving heart proceeds, 

And gladdens earth the while. 

It cheers the sad and desolate ; 

Tib sunshine to the soul ; 
It sheds a ray of kindly hope, 

A wounded heart makes whole. 

Oh ! could I choose a boon from heaven, 

I know what it would be ; 
Not honour, riches, glory. 

But a loving heart for me. 
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OLD LETTERS. 

Links of the past that bind my heart 

So tenderly and true ; 
Joyous thrill, and throbbing smart, 

Have oft been felt through you. 
When pondering o*er you thoughts will rise 

Of many an absent one, 

And times gone by. 

When they were nigh. 
With many that are gone. 

Gone to that silent land to rest, 

The honest, faithfiil, true. 
Whose memory green within my breast, 

May be revived by you. 
Yes ! loved ones, yes, these letters old, 

Are dearer unto me. 

Than gems and gold, 

Or wealth untold. 
For thy loved memory. 

And others there are that fill me with pain, 

As I read them o'er and o'er ; 
And my heart will echo its saddest strain, 

To the time of evermore. 
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Old letters, I love you, tho' wrecks you may be. 

Of a time that's now long past ; 

And a sad memory 

Holds vigils with thee. 
When the blue of my sky is overcast. 




TO A LITTLE CHILD. 

Dear little chUd, unknown to me. 
With spirits wild and footsteps free. 
My love I send, I write it here. 
From childhood's friend ; take it, my dear. 
Thou little bud of floA^er most rare, 
God watch o'er thee with tender care ; 
And shield thee from the storms of night, 
And ope thy bud to flower bright ; 
That sweetest fragrance wUl impart 
Unto thy mother's gentle heart. 
And to thy loving father prove 
There's nothing like a daughter s love. 
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NIL DESPERANDUM. 

Should the world frown on your efforts, 
To subdue and conquer fate ; 

And all things conspire to weaken 
Yearnings for the good and great. 

Though the clouds may darken o'er ye, 
And life's path be sad and drear ; 

Believe me, earnest Will will conquer. 
Only strive and persevere. 

Cast away inert despondence. 

Rise superior to pain ; 
Strive with earnestness, remember 

There is sunshine after rain. 

Think of all the good and noble. 
Who have trod life's path before ; 

And have left a radiance shining 
Round the martyr age of yore. 

Think how they 'midst fiery torments, 

Nobly battled for the right. 
Humbly trusting to their Savioiu: 

For the victory in the fight. 



r 
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Thinking of these, never falter. 

Never faithless prove again ; 
Take for comfort, though storms lour, 

There is sunshine after rain. 




AN ACROSTIC. 

A bove, aroimd you, lady fair, 

L ove's sweetest charm is thrown ; 

E ncircling with most precious care, 

X acting what's its own. 

A nd truly you're its chosen queen, 

N o fairer one was ever seen ; 

D enmark's loveliest flower, 

R ich in beauty's dower ; 

A U hail ! our future quqen. 
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TO A FRIEND IN INDIA. 



Dear Jennie, since you left the old familiar place. 

Which, many years you gladdened with the sun- 
shine of your face. 

There have been many changes (it seems so long 
ago), 

Some for better, some for worse, some for weal, 
and some for woe. 

The dear familiar faces that we loved and prized 

so well. 
Have vanished one by one beneath time's mystic 

spell: 
They have gone to gladden other homes, to cheer 

some other hearths. 
To bend their steps with love and hope along 

unknown paths. 

Each year the circle's narrower, some others have 

departed ; 
But fresher faces cannot fill the void with the true 

hearted ; 



TO A FRIEND IN INDIA. hi 

Our hearts still to the absent cling, with tender 

thoughts and true. 
And the memory of our old irieuds seems dearer 

linked with you. 

And should your lot again be cast upon Old 
Knglaod's shore. 

Remember English hearts are glad to greet you 
here once more ; 

Your hand to warmly clasp, and welcome back with 
smile and tear. 

The iiiend of old, long absent, but well remem- 
bered here. 
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LINES 



WRITTEN ON BEADING IN A DAILT NEWSPAFEB OF THE BET. 
BEPTmUS HANSABD BEING STBICKEN FOB THE THIBD TIME 
WITH FETEB, CONTBACTEP DUBING HIS MINISTBATIONS 
AMONGST THE POOR OF BETHNAL GBEEN. 

'Midst the noise of the city, the hurry and din, 
Through foul courts and alleys infected with sin, 
He sought out the stricken, the sorrowful, sad, 
With tidings of comfort their poor hearts made glad. 
Among the proud ones of earth his name is not 

enrolled. 
But it stirred up all hearts when the sad tale 

was told; 
How the soldier of Christ was laid low at his post. 
And the poor and the helpless their best friend 

had lost. 
But the record is kept by God s angels above ; 
A life spent in his service of mercy and love. 
And we thank our great Father, in the midst of 

much ill. 
That with us on earth the Christ spirit works still. 
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TO LUCY. 



Going with the summer time, 

Going with the flowers ; 
Leaving with the bright sunshine 

This busy life of ours. 

Bearing with you evermore 

The love of many years ; 
Stronger made with sorrow sore. 

Bound with bitter tears. 

Sad it is to part, believe me. 

With a dear familiar face ; 
Thoughts of times past oft will grieve me. 

When I fill your vacant place. 

Dearest Lucy ! take the wishes. 
That our hearts and bosoms swell. 

For health, and peace, and happiness, 
To thee, and thine, so fare thee well. 
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LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Little ones ! I greet'^you dearly, 

God's messengers of love ; 
Fondly, sweetly, and sincerely. 

As tokens from above. 
Brightest flowers of heavenly birth. 
Sent to gladden with your mirth, 
Sorrow's sons upon this earth ; 

Winsome little children ! 

Spring's bright blossoms ; ever o'er you. 
Summer's sunshine brightly gleam ; 

Laden e'er with blessings for you, . 
In one long unbroken stream. 

Little children, many blessings. 

For your loving, coy caressings : 

Winsome little children ! 



-^^«%ft^ 



A TIME TO LAUGH. 65 

A TIME TO LAUGH AND A TIME 

TO MOURN. 

Ah me 1 how often in our spring, 

The time for laughter flies ; 
And when we fain would laugh and sing, 

Our heart within us dies. 
And thro' the clouds, that fold us tight. 
There breaks no ray of love and light. 

Twas thus, for many many years, 
Joys passed me by, and bitter tears 

Were shed, in silentness and grief: 
I struggled on from day to day. 
With hardly heart, or hope, to pray, 

Kind heaven would send relief. 

But now, when I am getting gray, 
My sorrow all has passed away i 
' Charmed forth by spell of love divine. 
What joy, what happiness is mine* 
Two dimpled arms they now enfold me, 
Two tiny clinging hands now hold me ; 
An infant form, with cherub grace, 
A prattling tongue, a baby facoy 
The sweetest blossom., ever given 
To grace this earthy a bud of heave% 

My precious, little son 1. 
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I pray the gradons God above^ 
Who sent me down this boon of love, 

To bless my cherished ona 
Keep him from earthly staiu of sin, 
Groaid him without, guide him within. 

And all his young life bless. 
And make this mother heart of mine 
To do his will and not repine. 

And teach me thankfulness. 




THE ORPHAN. 
How gaily we tread earths flowery way, 
And little we reck of its sorrow ; 
We gaze with delight 
On to-day's sunshine bright. 
And care not for storms on the morrow. 

Bright is the sunshine ; yet why should it fade, 
Causing darkness to be darker still ; 
And many a heart 
Feel a much keener smart. 
From the joy that precedeth the ill. 

They say that "each cloud with sUver is lined," 
Doubt it not, for indeed it may be ; 
But my heart throbs a why. 
And waits for a reply ; 
Say, why is it hidden from me ? 
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My hopes and my joys have turned to decay, 
One by one have the bright spirits flown ; 

They have left me to mourn 

O'er the early ties torn, 
And tread through life's desert alone- 

The grave where my mother before me is laid, 
Sweet mother 1 my heart yearns for you ; 

Oh mother dear, mild, 

Take your desolate child. 
Clasp her close to your loving heart true. 

Oh ! it cannot be fancy ; I hear once again, 
Those sweet gentle accents of love ; 

Yes, my own mother dear, 

I am listening, I'm here. 
Speak, mother, to me from above. 

My child, you disturb me, no rest can I take. 
Your murmurs are ever before me ; 
I fain would lie stUl, 
Quite free from earth's iU, 
But your sighs are for e'er wafted o'er me. 

Thou hast sown in tears, thou shalt yet reap in joy. 
And a garland of love's for thee twining ; 
Kemember, I pray. 
Mother dear came to say, 
" To each cloud there's a silver lir\ing." 
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The vision has fled, once more I'm alone, 
But a comfort it has been to me ; 
For my dear mothe^^'s voice 
Seemed to bid me rejoice, 
And is causing my darkness to flee. 




WRITTEN IN A YOUNG LADY'S ALBUM. 

Dear lady, now I've had a look 

Within the pages of thy book ; 

And seen so much to be admired. 

That reaUy it has quite inspired 

With thoughts of thee, my humble muse ; 

And so I hope you'll not refuse 

To let me add my little share 

To what's already written there ; 

And though I may not now succeed. 

Yet take, dear lady, for the deed. 

The wish to add a pleasure more. 

To all the pleasant things in store. 

That here unfold with every leaf; 

And though not ranked amongst the chief. 

Still take, dear girl, the wish from me, 

That life may happy prove to thee ; 

And like thy book at every page. 

Reveal fresh joys in every age. 
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LIMERICK BELLS. 

Day after day the workman wrought, 

With the sound of the hammer blending the thought 

That over him ever was steaUng. 
The belk he fashioned with so much care, 
Sweet music would ever give the air ; 
The workman's power to man declare. 

And in fancy he heard them pealing. 

Hour by hour and day by day, 

Weeks and months and years passed away. 

Till the patient toil was ended. 
The artist breathed freely, the time was nigh. 
When the sweet tones souuduig dear and high 
With melody fill the earth and sky : 

The convent bells were suspended. 

And the artist built him a lovely home. 
Where the sound of the bells would ever come, 

By the waters of Como bright. 
It filled him with happiness more and more. 
For him life held no ftirther store. 
Than the Angelus' music floating o'er 

At morning, at noon, and at night. 

But the demon of war spread his wings o'er the place; 
Of the villa and convent were left not a trace. 
The artist's home had vanished ; 
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His life left desolate, all he held dear. 
The tuneful chimes that had charmed his ear, 
And filled his heart for many a year, 
To a foreign land ^ere banished. 

The years are many that's passed away. 
The artist himself grown old and grey. 

Death's shadow is over him stealing. 
Sadly he thinks of the time that is gone, 
Again recalls the work he has done. 
With a mighty yearning to hear the tone 

Of his much loved bells when pealing. 

In aU these years so bitter and sad. 
The memory of the music glad, 

That had charmed his list'ning ear. 
Still haunted his soul as in a dream ; 
He heard it gn mountain, by forest, and stream, 
In the crowded city it ever would seem 

To be sounding loud and clear. 

It chanced one day from over the sea 
He met a sailor, who said that he 

Had heard on an Irish plain 
A peal of bells of such sweet tone ; 
The artist felt they were surely his own. 
His wanderings now would soon be done. 

His bells he would hear again. 
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He voyaged across the ocean dreary, 
Journeyed thither sick and weary, 

TlU he came to Limerick town. 
Before him St. Mary's steeple tall 
Lifted its tiirreted head over all ; 
He raised himself with a mighty call. 

Oh Bells! my joilmey is done. 

His eyes were beaming with happy light, 
They surely were whispermg, angels bright. 

That his much loved bells were there : 
Oh let them sound me a loving peal, 
Just one note of welcome. Oh Bells ! to feel 
That ever to me you are true and leal. 

Was the artist's whispered prayer. 

Sudden from out St. Mary's tower. 

The bells break forth with a mighty shower 

Of pealing, silvery sound ; 
The old man fixes hk steaming eyes 
On the steeple shown clear against the skies ; 
Too happy to speak, to breathe — he dies ; 

And so by the boatmen is found. 

They buried him close to the tower old ; 
To strangers that visit the place is told 
The story I now relate ; 
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The bells' sweet music ever sound, 
In loving peals above the ground, 
And shed a sad romance around 
The artist's life and fate. 




TO A FRIEND ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

Dear friend, to thee I send 

An honest greeting ; 
From a far distant friend. 

Who drinks " our meeting," 

As the best toast to add 
To what I hope and pray, 

You may have " many glad 
Returns of the day." 

I know that many dearer 
Their offering will bring ; 

But all I ask, don't slight 
The birth-day song I sing. 

For it comes from a true heart. 

That still echoes, " may 
You have many happy 

Returns of the day." 
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LIFE'S CONTRASTS. 

"A CONCEIT." 

Foggy and dark, 

Without a spark 

Of rosy light 

To make it bright, 

The day appears ; 

And so it wears 
In gloom away. 

His heart oppressed 
With quick unrest, 
And turmoil wild ; 
Earth's wilful child, 
Unknown to ease. 
At war with peace, 
Spends life's sad day. 

'Midst sunny skies sweet melodies 
From liquid throats ascend on high ; 

The flowerets bloom with sweet perfume, 
Light fleecy clouds float o er the sky. 

A gentle breeze just stirs the trees, 
And ripples o'er the yellow grain ; 

Whose waves of tiny golden bells 
Ring out a cheerful fairy strain. 
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Creation's vast treasures lie scattered abroad, 
And point to the wonderfiil works of tte Lord ; 
Whilst gazing around o'er the meadow and stream, 
The spirit of man is attuned to the scene. 

The gloom of the winter has all passed away, . 
And summer's bright sunshine is holdmg her sway ; 
A measure of song to his Maker man sings. 
And lofty and high the hymn of praise rings. 

Oh that men would give thanks for the goodness 

of God, 
And ponder the wonderful works of the Lord ; 
His measure of blessings again and again, 
He metes without stint to the children of men. 
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LINES WRITTEN FOR A YOUNG LADY'S ALBUM. 



My* album's open unto all, 

But yet before you look, 

I must exact a promise 

That you'll add unto my book. 

A verse, a couplet, anything, 

A wish, a drawing small. 

No matter what s already there, 

My friends I prize them all. 

And then, perchance in after years 

My eyes may careless stray, 

O'er kindly sentiment expressed 

By dear ones far away ; 

And then those ne'er forgotten scenes. 

Of " auld lang syne " will rise. 

When visions of my girlhood's days. 

Will come before my eyes. 

And gentle feelings fill my heart, 

Of loving friends and true ; 

And I shall bless my album 

For the memory linked with you. 



